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The confounding case of a missing diamond 
necklace 


“The necklace was stolen right under my nose!” 


“Mrs. Van Tweedle must have been afraid it might be stolen,” said 
Encyclopedia. “Was that why she asked you to guard it?” 


Chief Brown nodded. “She received an unsigned letter last week. It told 
her to put ten thousand dollars in cash behind the statue of George 
Washington in the park. If she refused to do this, her necklace would be 
stolen.” 


“Wow!” exclaimed Encyclopedia. “Is the necklace really worth ten 
thousand dollars?” 


“More,” said his father. 


“There is no time to lose. Her room must be searched before she gets 
back.” 


“Searched for what?” asked Chief Brown. 


“For the necklace,” said Encyclopedia. “And the gun.” 
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For Ben and Julie Sobol 


The Case of Natty Nat 


Mr. and Mrs. Brown had one child. They called him Leroy, and so did his 
teachers. 


Everyone else in Idaville called him Encyclopedia. 


An encyclopedia is a book or a set of books giving information, arranged 
alphabetically, on all branches of knowledge. 


Leroy Brown’s head was like an encyclopedia. It was filled with facts he 
had learned from books. He was like a complete library walking around in 
sneakers. 


Old ladies who did crossword puzzles were always stopping him on the 
street to ask him questions. 


Just last Sunday, after church, Mrs. Conway, the butcher’s wife, had 
asked him: “What is a three-letter word for a Swiss river beginning with 
A?” 


“Aar,” Encyclopedia answered after a moment. 


He always waited a moment. He wanted to be helpful. But he was afraid 
that people might not like him if he answered their questions too quickly 


and sounded too smart. 


His father asked him more questions than anyone else. Mr. Brown was 
the chief of police of Idaville. 


The town had four banks, three movie theaters, and a Little League. It 
had the usual number of gasoline stations, churches, schools, stores, and 
comfortable houses on shady streets. It even had a mansion or two, and 
some dingy sections. And it had the average number of crimes for a 
community of its size. 


Idaville, however, only looked like the usual American town. It was, 
really, most unusual. 


For nearly a whole year no criminal had escaped arrest and no boy or girl 
had got away with breaking a single law in Idaville. 


This was partly because the town’s policemen were clever and brave. But 
mostly it was because Chief Brown was Encyclopedia’s father. 


His hardest cases were solved by Encyclopedia during dinner in the 
Browns’ red brick house on Rover Avenue. 


Everyone in the state thought that Idaville had about the smartest 
policemen in the world. 


Of course, nobody knew a boy was the master-mind behind the town’s 
police force. 


You wouldn’t guess it by looking at Encyclopedia. He looked like almost 
any fifth-grade boy and acted like one, too—except that he never talked 
about himself. 


Mr. Brown never said a word about the advice his son gave him. Who 
would believe that his best detective was only ten years old? 


This is how it began: 


One evening at dinner, Mr. Brown said, “Natty Nat has struck again. He 
has held up another store—and right here in Idaville.” 


“What store, Dad?” asked Encyclopedia. 


“The Men’s Shop, owned by Mr. Dillon and Mr. Jones,” answered Mr. 
Brown. “That makes six stores Natty Nat has held up in the state this 
month.” 


“Are you sure the robber was Natty Nat?” asked Encyclopedia. 
“Mr. Dillon himself said it was Natty Nat,” replied Mr. Brown. 


He pulled a notebook from his pocket and put it beside his plate. “I wrote 
down everything Mr. Dillon told me about the holdup. Pll read it to you.” 


Encyclopedia closed his eyes. He always closed his eyes when he was 
getting ready to think hard. 


His father began to read what Mr. Dillon, the storekeeper, had told him 
about the holdup: 


I was alone in the store. I did not know anyone had come in. Suddenly a 
man’s voice told me to raise my hands. I looked up then. I was face to face 
with the man the newspapers call Natty Nat. He had on a gray coat with a 
belt in the back, just as the newspapers said. He told me to turn and face 
the wall. Since he had a gun, I did as he said. When I turned around again, 
he was gone-with all the money. 


Chief Brown finished reading and closed his notebook. 


Encyclopedia asked only one question: “Did the newspapers ever print a 
picture of Natty Nat?” 


“No,” answered his father. “He never stands still long enough for a 
picture to be taken. Remember, he’s never been caught. But every 
policeman in the state knows he always wears that gray coat with the belt in 
the back.” 


“Nobody even knows his real name,” said Encyclopedia, half to himself. 
“Natty Nat is just what the newspapers call him.” 


Suddenly he opened his eyes. “Say, the only reason Mr. Dillon thought it 
was Natty Nat was because of that gray coat!” he said. “The case is 
solved!” 


“There is nothing to solve,” objected Chief Brown. “There is no mystery. 
Mr. Dillon was robbed. The holdup man was the same one who has been 


robbing other stores in the state.” 


“Not quite,” said Encyclopedia. “There was no holdup at The Men’s 
Shop.” 


“What do you mean?” exclaimed Mr. Brown. 


“I mean Mr. Dillon wasn’t robbed, Dad. He lied from beginning to end,” 
answered Encyclopedia. 


“Why should Mr. Dillon lie?” demanded his father. 


“I guess he spent the money. He didn’t want his partner, Mr. Jones, to 
know it was missing,” said Encyclopedia. “So Mr. Dillon said he was 
robbed.” 


“Leroy,” said his mother, “please explain what you are saying.” 


“Its simple, Mom,” said Encyclopedia. “Mr. Dillon read all about Natty 
Nat in the newspapers . So he knew Natty Nat always wore a gray coat with 
a belt in the back when he held up stores.” 
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“Go on, Leroy,” said Mr. Brown. 
“Go on, Leroy,” said Mr. Brown, leaning forward. 


“Mr. Dillon knew it would sound much better if he could blame his 
holdup on someone people have read about,” said Encyclopedia. “He said 
he knew it was Natty Nat because of the coat he wore—” 


“That could be true,” Chief Brown said. 


“That couldn't be true,” said Encyclopedia. “Mr. Dillon never saw the 
back of the man who held him up. He said so himself. Remember?” 


Chief Brown frowned. He picked up his notebook again. He read to 
himself a while. 


Then he fairly shouted, “Leroy, I believe you are right!” 


Encyclopedia said, “Mr. Dillon only saw the front of the holdup man. He 
had no way of knowing that the man’s coat had a belt in the back!” 


“He stole money from his own store and from his partner too,” cried 
Chief Brown. “And he nearly got away with it!” 


He rushed from the dining room. 


“Leroy,” said Mrs. Brown, “did you get this idea from a television 
program?” 

“No,” said Encyclopedia. “I got it from a book I read about a great 
detective and his methods of observation.” 


“Well,” said his mother proudly, “this proves how important it is to listen 
carefully and watch closely, to train your memory. Perhaps you will be a 
detective when you grow up.” 


“Mom,” said Encyclopedia, “can I have another piece of pie?” 


Mrs. Brown sighed. She had taught English in the Idaville High School 
before her marriage. “You may have another piece of pie,” she said. 


The Case of the Scattered Cards 


At nine o’lock that night Encyclopedia climbed into bed. He lay awake a 
long time. He thought over what his mother had said to him about being a 
detective when he grew up. 


In the morning he made up his mind. 


He would go into the detective business and help people. He wouldn’t 
wait until he grew up. It was summer and school was out. He could begin at 
once. 


Encyclopedia got out of bed and searched through his closet. He dug out 
a toy printing press, a Christmas gift from his Uncle Ben two years ago. 


As soon as Encyclopedia finished breakfast, he printed fifty handbills. 
When the ink was dry, he put the handbills in all the mailboxes in the 
neighborhood. 


Then he went home and asked his mother for a big piece of cardboard. 
She gave him a dress box from the Bon Ton Store, which she had been 
saving. Encyclopedia borrowed the kitchen shears and cut out a square 
piece of cardboard. He took a black crayon and carefully lettered a sign. 


The handbills and the sign said: 


BROWN DETECTIVE AGENCY 
i- - 13 Rover Avenue~ 
A Leroy Brown, President 
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Encyclopedia nailed the sign on the door of the Browns’ garage. 


The next morning he sat in the garage, waiting for somebody with a 
problem to drop in. Nobody dropped in. Only the rain. The roof of the 
garage had a hole in it. 


Rain fell all morning, all afternoon, and all the next day. 


Encyclopedia stared at the rain and felt lower than a submarine’s bottom. 
He thought about taking down the sign and going to see what new teeth 
Charlie Stewart had added to his collection. Or maybe digging for worms 
with Billy and Jody Turner and fishing off the bridge at Mill Creek. 


Suddenly a pair of rubbers and a raincoat appeared in the doorway. Inside 
them was a small boy. 


“My name is Clarence Smith,” said the boy. “I need your help.” 
“No case is too small,” said Encyclopedia. “Is it murder?” 
“No—” said Clarence, backing away. 

“Kidnapping?” asked Encyclopedia. “Blackmail?” 

“No—no,” said Clarence weakly. “It’s a tent.” 


He placed a quarter on the gasoline can beside Encyclopedia. “The tent is 
mine. But the Tigers say it’s theirs.” 


“You are having trouble with talking tigers?” Encyclopedia asked. 


“Oh, no,” replied Clarence. “Tigers—that’s the name of a boys’ club near 
the canal. The boys are plenty tough, all of them. But their leader, Bugs 


Meany, is the toughest one.” 
“Take me to their leader,” commanded Encyclopedia, “and to your tent.” 


“PII do both,” said Clarence. “Bugs Meany is sitting in the tent this very 
minute.” 


After a short walk, the two boys came to the tent. It stood in the woods 
between the canal and the Pierce Junk Yard. 


Six older boys were sitting around a wooden box inside the tent. They 
were playing cards. 


“Which one of you is Bugs Meany?” asked Encyclopedia. 
“Me,” said the biggest and dirtiest boy. “What’s it to you?” 


“You are in my tent,” squeaked Clarence. “I found it. I mended all the 
holes in it.” 


“Scram!” growled Bugs. 


“You know I found the tent in the junk yard,” said Clarence. “You 
watched me put it up here last week.” 


“Get going,” said Bugs. “I saw you steal it from our clubhouse this 
morning.” 


“Mind if I come in out of the rain?” Encyclopedia asked. As he ducked 
inside the tent, one of his feet hit an extra pack of cards lying beside the 
wooden box. The cards were scattered over the ground. 


“Hey! What’s the big idea?” said Bugs. 


“The idea is a simple one,” said the private detective. “See these cards? 
They are dry and not the least bit muddy, though I scattered them over the 
ground. Clarence didn’t steal this tent from your clubhouse.” 


Bugs closed his hands into fists. His chin sprang out like the drawer of a 
cash register. “Are you calling me a liar?” 
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“Which one of you is Bugs Meany?” 
“Of course not,” said Encyclopedia. “I’m simply going to tell you what 


Pl tell the police.” 
Encyclopedia spoke quietly into the older boy’s right ear. Bugs listened. 
His face grew red, and then redder. 
Suddenly he called, “Come on, Tigers! Let’s get back to the clubhouse. 


It’s no fun here.” 


When the Tigers had left, Clarence said to Encyclopedia, “Gosh, what 
did you say to Bugs?” 


Encyclopedia smiled. “I pointed out why you couldn’t have stolen the 
tent from the Tigers’ clubhouse.” 


HOW DID ENCYCLOPEDIA KNOW THIS? 


SF 


The Case of the Civil War Sword 


A boy with red hair stopped in the doorway of the Brown Detective 
Agency. 


“Are you any good at swords?” he asked. 


Encyclopedia did not lift his eyes from his book, How to Build a Nuclear 
Reactor. 


“What kind of a game is swords?” he asked. 


“It isn’t a game,” said the red-haired boy. “My name is Peter Clinton. I 
want to hire you.” 


Peter put two dimes and a nickel on the gasoline can beside 
Encyclopedia. 


The coins clinked. Encyclopedia stopped reading. He looked up, very 
businesslike. 


“How can I help you?” he asked. 


“T have a chance to trade my bicycle for a sword,” said Peter. “I want to 
make sure the sword is real.” 


“You don’t think the sword is really a sword?” said Encyclopedia. “What 
do you think it is?” 


“That isn’t what I mean,” Peter said. “It’s a sword from the Civil War—” 


“There are thousands of swords left over from the Civil War,” said 
Encyclopedia. 


“I know,” said Peter. “But how many belonged to General Jackson?” 


“Stonewall Jackson?” gasped Encyclopedia. “The great Southern 
general?” 


“This sword is supposed to have belonged to Stonewall Jackson,” said 
Peter. “Bugs Meany says so.” 


“Bugs?” Encyclopedia straightened up at the name. “You want me to 
make sure the sword really did belong to Stonewall Jackson?” 


“Yes,” said Peter. “Then you’ll take the case?” 


“PII take it,” said Encyclopedia. “If Bugs is behind the trade, you’ ll need 
help.” 


Peter led the private detective to the Tigers’ clubhouse, an unused tool 
shed behind Mr. Sweeny’s Auto Body Shop. The Tigers were busy racing 
garter snakes. 


“The sword is worth ten bikes like mine.” 


Bugs made a face when he saw Encyclopedia. 


“So Mr. Brains is now a Civil War know-it- all,” said the Tigers’ leader. 
“Well, well! Maybe you can tell me what Stonewall Jackson did at the 
Battle of Bull Run.” 


“Which battle at Bull Run?” asked Encyclopedia. “There were two—one 
in 1861, the other in 1862.” 


“Good for you,” said Bugs, grinning. “Now don’t say this sword isn’t the 
real thing.” 


Encyclopedia walked to the table on which the sword lay. 


Bugs said, “This sword was given to Stonewall Jackson a month after the 
First Battle of Bull Run.” 


“Tf that’s true,” Peter whispered to Encyclopedia, “the sword is worth ten 
bikes like mine.” 


“Twenty,” corrected Encyclopedia. 
“Read what it says on the blade,” said Bugs. 
Encyclopedia read: 


To Thomas J. Jackson, for standing like a stone wall at the First Battle of 
Bull Run on July 21, 1861. This sword is presented to him by his men on 
August 21, 1861. 


“The sword certainly has seen a lot of use,” said Encyclopedia. 


“Did you expect it to look new and shiny?” sneered Bugs. “It’s more that 
a hundred years old.” 


“Tt doesn’t look like it ever was worth five dollars,” Encyclopedia said. 
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“Never mind how it looks, 
General Jackson?” 


said Peter. “Do you think it belonged to 


Before Encyclopedia could answer, Bugs spoke up. “I sure hate to part 
with the sword,” he said. “But Peter wants it so much I just had to say I’d 
trade it for his bike.” 


“Trade? You won’t trade with Peter,” said Encyclopedia. “This sword 
never belonged to General Stonewall Jackson!” 


HOW DID ENCYCLOPEDIA KNOW THAT? 


The Case of Merko’s Grandson 


Bugs Meany and his Tigers liked to spend rainy afternoons in their 
clubhouse. Usually, they sat around thinking up ways of getting even with 
Encyclopedia Brown. 


But today they had met for another purpose—to cheer the boy detective 
on. 


Encyclopedia and Sally Kimball were about to meet in a battle of brains. 


The Tigers hated Sally even more than they hated Encyclopedia—and 
with good reason. 


When Sally had moved into the neighborhood two months ago, the 
Tigers jumped to show off for her. She was very pretty and she was very 
good at sports. 


In fact, she got up a team of fifth-grade girls and challenged the Tigers to 
a game of softball. The boys thought it was a big joke, till Sally started 
striking them out. She was the whole team. In the last inning she hit the 
home run that won for the girls, 1-0. 


But the real blow fell on the Tigers the next day. 


Bugs was bullying a small boy when Sally happened to ride by on her 
bicycle. 


“Let him go!” she ordered, hopping to the ground. 


Bugs snarled. The snarl changed to a gasp as Sally broke his grip on the 
boy. 

Before the other Tigers knew what to do, Sally had knocked their leader 
down with a quick left to the jaw. 


Bugs bounced up, surprised and angry. He pushed Sally. She hit him 
again, with a right to the jaw. Bugs said oooh, and went down again. 


For the next thirty seconds Bugs bounced up and down like a beach ball. 
By the fourth bounce, he was getting up a lot more slowly than he was 
going down. 


“I’m going to make you sorry,” he said. But his voice was weak, and he 
wore the sick smile of a boy who had taken one ride too many on a roller 
coaster. 


“So?” said Sally. She moved her feet and took careful aim. 
“This,” she said, aiming another blow, “should take the frosting off you.” 


Bugs landed on his back, flat as a fifteen-cent sandwich. Not until Sally 
had ridden away did he dare get up. 


Sally was not content to rest on her victories at softball and fighting. She 
aimed higher. 


She set out to prove she was not only stronger than any boy up to twelve 
years of age in Idaville, but smarter, too! 


That meant out-thinking the thinking machine, Encyclopedia Brown. 


The great battle of brains took place in the Tigers’ clubhouse. The two 
champions, seated on orange crates, faced each other. The Tigers crowded 
behind Encyclopedia. The girls’ softball team crowded behind Sally. That 
left just enough room in the tool shed to think. 


Everyone stopped talking when Peter Clinton, the referee, announced the 
rules. 


“Sally has five minutes to tell a mystery. She must give all the clues. 
Then Encyclopedia will have five minutes to solve the mystery. Ready, you 
two?” 


“Ready,” said the girl champion. 

“Ready,” said Encyclopedia, closing his eyes. 
“Go!” called Peter, eyes on his watch. 

Sally began to tell the story: 


“The Great Merko was the best trapeze artist the world had ever seen. 
People in every big city were thrilled by the wonderful performer swinging 
fifty feet above the ground! 


“In the year 1922, Merko died at the very height of fame. In Merko’s 
desk was found a letter. It was a will, written by the circus star. The will 
directed that the star’s money be put in a bank for forty years. 


“After forty years, the money was to be taken out and given to Merko’s 
oldest grandson. If no grandson was alive, all the money was to go to 
Merko’s nearest relative, man or woman. 


“Forty years passed. A search was begun. At last a man was found in 
Kansas City who said he was Merko’s grandson. His name was Fred 
Gibson. He went to court to claim his inheritance. 


“While the judge was listening to him, a tall woman in the back of the 
courtroom jumped up. She was very excited. 


“The woman said she was the trapeze artist’s grandniece. She kept 
shouting that the Great Merko was not Fred Gibson’s grandfather. 
Therefore, the money was rightfully hers. 


“The judge questioned the woman. He had to agree with what she said. 
She was Merko’s grandniece, and the Great Merko was not Fred Gibson’s 
grandfather. 
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The two champions faced each other. 


“Now,” concluded Sally. “Who got Merko’s money—the tall woman or 
Fred Gibson?” 


Sally wore a smile of triumph as she looked at Encyclopedia. 


The tool shed was still. The boys looked at their shoes. Had Sally beaten 
them again? Had Encyclopedia met his master? 


Encyclopedia had five short minutes to solve the brain-twister. 


Slowly the minutes ticked away. One ... two ... three ... four ... 


Encyclopedia stirred on his orange crate. He opened his eyes. He smiled 
at Sally. 


“You told it very cleverly,” he said. “I nearly said the wrong person. But 
the answer is really quite simple.” 


Encyclopedia rose to leave. “The Great Merko’s money went to Fred 
Gibson.” 


WHY DID ENCYCLOPEDIA SAY THAT? 


The Case of the Bank Robber 


“Three dollars and fifty cents!” exclaimed Encyclopedia, as he finished 
counting the money in the treasury of the Brown Detective Agency. 
“Business is booming.” 


“You should put that money in a bank,” said Sally Kimball, whom 
Encyclopedia had made his bodyguard and junior partner. “Money isn’t safe 
in a shoe box.” 


“Maybe you’re right,” said Encyclopedia. “Sometimes even shoes aren’t 
safe in a shoe box. It would look awful if a detective agency was robbed!” 


The partners talked it over. They decided to take the money downtown to 
a bank and start a savings account. 


It was too far to ride on their bicycles, so they took the bus. They got off 
near the Coming National Bank on Beech Street. As they stepped out of the 
bus, they heard the sound of shooting. 


At first Encyclopedia thought the bus had backfired. A moment later he 
saw a man in the doorway of the bank. 


The man wore a hat. A handkerchief covered the lower part of his face. 
In one hand he held a yellow paper bag. With the other he waved a gun. 


Somebody shouted, “Holdup! Holdup!” Then, all at once, everybody was 
running, trying to get out of the robber’s way. 


The man with the gun turned and fled. In his haste he did not seem to 
look where he was going. He ran into a beggar wearing dark glasses and 


carrying a white cane and tin cup. 


The beggar’s cane and cup flew into the street. The robber and the beggar 
fell to the sidewalk. They rolled about together for a few seconds before the 
robber broke away and got to his feet. 


He raced down the street just as a police car drew up before the bank. 
Chief Brown and one of his officers leaped out of the car and ran after the 
robber. 


“We caught him,” said Chief Brown at dinner that night. “He led us a 
merry chase, but we got him. The trouble is we can’t charge him with the 
robbery.” 


“But why not?” Mrs. Brown demanded. 


“Yes, Dad, why not?” Encyclopedia asked. “Wasn’t the money he stole in 
that yellow paper bag he was carrying?” 


Chief Brown laid down his fork. “Do you know what we found in that 
yellow bag of his? Money? No. A loaf of white bread! He resisted police 
officers, but I don’t know how long we can keep him in jail.” 


“Are you sure you caught the right man, Dad?” Encyclopedia said. 


“We’ll have a hard time proving it,” said Chief Brown. “No one can 
identify him. And nobody saw the robber’s face. He wore a handkerchief 
over his nose and mouth and his hat was pulled down over his forehead and 
eyes. This man we picked up is wearing a brown suit, and the teller at the 
bank says the robber wore a suit the same color. And, of course, there is the 
yellow bag. But where’s the money?” 


“Does the man you picked up have any distinguishing features?” 
Encyclopedia wanted to know. 


“Well, he has a pug nose and a scar running down one cheek. But 
remember, no one saw the robber’s face,” said Chief Brown. “I can hold 
him in jail overnight for resisting a police officer. That’s about all.” 


“I never saw a beggar in Idaville before today,” said Encyclopedia 
thoughtfully. 


“Oh, the blind man,” said Chief Brown. “He seems like a nice old fellow. 
He calls himself ‘Blind Tom.’ I hated to tell him it’s against the law to beg 
here.” 


“The poor man,” said Mrs. Brown. “Won’t the Salvation Army help 
him?” 


“Yes,” replied Chief Brown. “But he said he likes being on his own. He 
promised to leave town tomorrow.” 


“Where is he staying?” asked Encyclopedia. 


“At the old Martin Inn,” answered Chief Brown. “One of those buildings 
in the row down by the railroad tracks. Why do you ask? Have you got an 
idea about this case, Leroy?” 


“No,” mumbled Encyclopedia. 


Mrs. Brown looked hurt. She had come to expect her son to solve a case 
before dessert. 


After dinner, Encyclopedia walked over to Sally’s house. “I have to work 
this evening,” he said. “I may need you. Want to come?” 


“Oh, boy, do I!” Sally sang out. 


The sky was growing dark as the two detectives rode their bicycles down 
a dingy block west of the railroad station. 


“Who lives here?” asked Sally as Encyclopedia stopped in front of a run- 
down hotel. 


“Blind Tom, the beggar. He’ll be leaving town tomorrow. That’s why we 
have to see him this evening.” 


“Do you think he can help us?” asked Sally. 


“I think so. A blind man sees with his hands,” replied Encyclopedia. 
“Remember how the beggar rolled with the robber on the sidewalk? If he 
felt the robber’s face through the handkerchief, he might know him again.” 


“I get it,” said Sally. “If he could feel the man’s face again, he might 
know whether the man your father caught is really the robber!” 


“Right,” answered Encyclopedia. 
“Gosh,” said Sally, “I hope he hasn’t left town yet!” 


Inside the hotel, the desk clerk gave the two young detectives some help. 
Blind Tom lived alone. His room was Number 214. 


Sally and Encyclopedia climbed the dark, creaky stairs to the second 
floor. They knocked on the door numbered 214. Nobody answered. 


“Look, the door’s not shut,” whispered Sally. “Shall I—” 
Encyclopedia nodded. 


Sally pushed the door till it swung open so that they could look into the 
room. 


The room was small and shabby. Against the far wall stood an iron bed. 
A small reading lamp cast its light upon a copy of the Idaville Daily News 
that lay open on the pillow. 
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“Who lives here?” Sally asked. 
Suddenly the tapping of a cane sounded in the hall. Tap ... tap ... tap ... 
Blind Tom came up behind Sally. 


“Is someone here?” he asked. “I haven’t had a visitor in a long time. I 
wasn’t expecting anyone tonight, but it’s nice to have you.” He lifted his 
cane. “Won’t you come in?” 


“No, thanks!” said Encyclopedia. He pushed Sally down the hall and 
hurried her down the stairs. 


She didn’t have a chance to catch her breath until they were outside the 
hotel. 


“Why the big rush?” Sally asked. “I thought you were going to ask Blind 
Tom if he could recognize the man who robbed the bank this afternoon.” 


“I don’t have to ask him,” replied Encyclopedia. “Blind Tom knows the 
robber, because Blind Tom helped in the robbery!” 


HOW DID ENCYCLOPEDIA KNOW THIS? 


The Case of the Happy Nephew 


The Browns were having left-over meat loaf for dinner one night when the 
telephone rang. 


“It must be important,” said Mrs. Brown worriedly. “Otherwise why 
would anyone call during the dinner hour?” 


She hurried to the telephone. In a moment she called to her husband, “It’s 
Officer Carlson, dear.” 


Chief Brown went to the telephone and spoke with his officer for several 
minutes. When he returned to the dining room, he wore a frown—and his 
gun. 


“The Princess Bake Shop on Vine Street was robbed less than an hour 
ago,” he said. “PIl have to go out.” 


“Any clues, Dad?” asked Encyclopedia. 


“We have an eyewitness,” answered his father. “A man passing the 
bakery says he saw John Abbot running out the door.” 


“Hasn’t John Abbot been in prison?” asked Mrs. Brown. 


“Five years ago,” said Chief Brown. “But he’s gone straight ever since he 
came out. The eyewitness only got a quick look at the robber; he might be 
mistaken.” 


Chief Brown shrugged. “Still, I suppose Pll have to stop by and question 
John. I hope he has a good alibi.” 


“Can I go with you?” cried Encyclopedia. 
“May I go with you,” his mother said. “And drink your milk first.” 
“May I go with you, Dad?” Encyclopedia asked. He gulped his milk. 


“Come along if you like,” said his father. “But you will have to stay in 
the car—and be quiet.” 


“PII be as quiet as a cat at a dog show,” promised Encyclopedia. 


He sat quietly beside his father in the police car on the drive to the house 
where John Abbot lived with his sister and her family. 


“Staying in the car won’t be so bad,” Encyclopedia decided. “The car 
will be a lot closer to the case than our dining room.” 


On the west side of town his father stopped the car. “Here’s the house.” 


Encyclopedia saw a small white house in need of paint. An old yellow 
car stood in the shaded driveway. 


“There’s John,” said Chief Brown. 


A tall young man had come out of the house. He was carrying a barefoot 
boy about a year and a half old. 


Chief Brown reminded Encyclopedia to sit quietly in the car. Then he got 
out and walked toward John Abbot. 


“Put the child down, John,” Chief Brown called. “And keep your hands 
where I can see them.” 


John Abbot started to lower the barefoot baby onto the sharp stones of 
the gravel driveway. Then he changed his mind and put the child on the 
front fender of the yellow car, and raised his hands. 


“What’s this all about, Chief?” he asked. 


“Robbery,” replied Chief Brown. “You were seen running out of the 
Princess Bake Shop on Vine Street an hour ago. The door was broken and 
all the money in the cash register was stolen.” 

John Abbot laughed. “I wasn’t near Vine Street an hour ago. Why, all day 
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“Look out!” shouted Chief Brown. He leaped for the baby. 


The child had climbed onto the hood of the yellow car. He smiled and 
gurgled happily. Suddenly he stood up and walked close to the edge of the 
hood. Chief Brown caught him just as he started to fall off the car. 


“Thanks, Chief,” said John Abbot. “He’s my nephew. Ill hold him.” 


“No, Pll hold him,” said Chief Brown. “Just tell me where you were 
today.” 
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“Look out!” shouted Chief Brown. 


“Anyone who says he saw me coming out of the Princess Bake Shop an 
hour ago is either crazy or a liar,” said John Abbot. 


“Can you prove you were somewhere else?” 


“I was miles away,” said John Abbot. “Since eight o’lock this morning 
I’ve been driving this car. I drove down from Sundale Shores. I got here just 
five minutes before you came.” 


Chief Brown looked at his watch. “You drove six hundred miles in less 
than twelve hours,” he said. “Did you stop around six o’clock and talk to 
anyone? Somebody we can check your story with?” 


“No, not around six o’clock,” said John Abbot. “I stopped for gas and a 
hamburger about four-thirty. Then I drove straight through. I didn’t break 
any speed limit. And I had nothing to do with any bake shop robbery!” 


“Pd like to think you are telling the truth,” said Chief Brown. 
“I am. I’ve gone straight, believe me,” said John Abbot. 


“All right,” said Chief Brown. “Pll have to question the eyewitness who 
says he saw you. Maybe it will turn out that he isn’t sure.” 


Chief Brown put the baby in John Abbot’s arms and walked back to the 
police car. 


“I heard and saw everything, Dad,” said Encyclopedia. “How come you 
didn’t arrest him?” 


“Because he says he was driving from Sundale Shores when the robbery 
took place,” answered Chief Brown. “He got here just five minutes before 
we came. I can’t prove he is lying. At least not yet.” 


He slipped into the seat beside Encyclopedia, and started the car. 


“Listen to me, Leroy,” he said. “Our eyewitness may have made a 
mistake. He may have seen a man who only looked like John Abbot. A 
good police officer doesn’t put people in jail without more proof than that.” 


“I believe the witness,” said Encyclopedia. “John Abbot didn’t just drive 
in from Sundale Shores in that old yellow car. I can prove he didn’t!” 


WHAT WAS THE PROOF? 


The Case of the Diamond Necklace 


“You’ve hardly touched your soup,” said Mrs. Brown. “Something is 
wrong.” 


“T’m not hungry,” said Chief Brown. He pushed his chair back from the 
dining table. 


“Its that Van Tweedle case,” said Mrs. Brown. “Now stop blaming 
yourself.” 


“What happened, Dad?” asked Encyclopedia. 


“I wish I knew,” answered his father. “Last night I was at Mrs. Van 
Tweedle’s yearly party for the Community Chest Drive. I was guarding a 
diamond necklace.” 


He drew a deep breath. “The necklace was stolen right under my nose!” 


“Mrs. Van Tweedle must have been afraid it might be stolen,” said 
Encyclopedia. “Was that why she asked you to guard it?” 


Chief Brown nodded. “She received an unsigned letter last week. It told 
her to put ten thousand dollars in cash behind the statue of George 


Washington in the park. If she refused to do this, her necklace would be 
stolen.” 


“Wow!” exclaimed Encyclopedia. “Is the necklace really worth ten 
thousand dollars?” 


“More,” said his father. “Want the facts?” 


Encyclopedia closed his eyes and prepared for some hard thinking. “Go 
ahead, Dad.” 


“Mrs. Van Tweedle planned to give the necklace away during the party,” 
Chief Brown began. “That is, she was going to sell it to the highest bidder 
on the stroke of midnight. The money was to go to the Community Chest. 


“To show off the necklace, Mrs. Van Tweedle’s old college roommate, 
Miss Stark, wore it at the party. At first, I didn’t let Miss Stark out of my 
sight. 


“Around eleven o’clock Miss Stark said she felt ill. She went upstairs to 
the guest room. She said she wanted to rest a little while. 


“T went into the room ahead of her. I wanted to make sure no one was 
there. Then I had her lock the door. And I stood guard in the hall. 


“Ten minutes passed. Suddenly I heard her scream. A few seconds later, 
two shots rang out. I called to Miss Stark. She didn’t answer. 


“I broke down the locked door. Miss Stark was lying on the bed in a 
faint. The necklace was gone from her neck. 


“When she came to, she could tell me little. Everything had happened so 
quickly. She had heard nothing. And she had fainted before she could see 
the thief, she said. 


“The thief must have got in and out by the window. Two bullets were in 
the wall above the bed. Miss Stark was lucky that she wasn’t killed!” 


Encyclopedia’s father finished speaking. A silence fell over the Browns’ 
dining room. 


Then Encyclopedia asked one question: 


“Was Miss Stark left alone in the room after you broke in?” 


Chief Brown looked surprised at this question. He thought a bit before 
answering. 


“Let me see.... I was with her all the time. Mrs. Van Tweedle came up to 
the room as soon as she heard the racket. Then the doctor came. He took 
Miss Stark directly to the hospital. He never left her side.” 


“The hospital?” said Mrs. Brown. “The poor girl. She must have had a 
terrible scare!” 


“She was pretty badly shaken,” said Chief Brown. “The doctor ordered 
complete rest and quiet. She has to stay in the hospital until tomorrow.” 


“Good,” said Encyclopedia, opening his eyes. “But there is no time to 
lose. Her room must be searched before she gets back.” 


“Searched for what?” asked Chief Brown. 
“For the necklace,” said Encyclopedia. “And the gun.” 


“Leroy!” exclaimed Mrs. Brown. “Do you think the thief would be so 
silly as to leave the necklace and the gun behind?” 


“She did,” said Encyclopedia calmly. “She had no choice.” 


“She!” gasped Chief Brown. “Do you mean Miss Stark? What makes you 
think she did it?” 


“It’s quite simple,” said Encyclopedia. “First she tried to get ten thousand 
dollars out of her old classmate by writing that letter.” 


“But the letter didn’t work,” Chief Brown said. “Mrs. Van Tweedle hired 
me to guard the necklace. The letter only made it tougher for Miss Stark.” 


“She didn’t think it would,” Encyclopedia pointed out. “She must have 
talked Mrs. Van Tweedle into letting her wear the necklace at the party.” 


“The whole idea sounds pretty weak to me,” said Chief Brown. “Think 
how fast Miss Stark would have had to work. She would have had to hide 
the necklace and the gun after she fired the two shots into the wall. She 
must have known I’d break down the door the instant I heard the gun go off 
in the room.” 


“She hid the necklace before she fired the shots,” said Encyclopedia. 


“Well, if you are right, the gun and the necklace are still in the room,” 
said Chief Brown. “Tl telephone one of my men to search it right away.” 


An hour later Officer Murphy called back. Mrs. Van Tweedle’s guest 
room had been searched. The necklace and the gun had been found, hidden 
in a hatbox on a closet shelf. 


The Browns had finished dinner. Encyclopedia was in the kitchen drying 
dishes for his mother when he heard the news. 


“Miss Stark expects to leave the hospital tomorrow a rich woman,” said 
Encyclopedia. 


“All she had to do, she thought, was to go back to the room and pick up 
the hatbox with the gun and necklace,” said Chief Brown. 
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He was drying dishes when he heard the news. 


“She might have got away with it,” said Encyclopedia. “But every crook 
makes one mistake!” 


WHAT WAS MISS STARK’S MISTAKE? 


The Case of the Knife in the Watermelon 


Mr. Patch was the first grownup to come to the Brown Detective Agency. 
He was carrying a watermelon. 


Mr. Patch owned a grocery store. He showed the watermelon to 
Encyclopedia. It had a knife buried in it up to the handle. 


“Find the boy who owns this knife!” roared Mr. Patch. “Look what he 
did!” 


Encyclopedia looked at the watermelon. “Stabbing a watermelon isn’t 
against the law,” he pointed out. “I mean, it’s not the same as stabbing a 
person.” 


“The knife ended in my watermelon,” Mr. Patch shouted. “It started in 
the window of my storeroom.” 


“Someone used the knife to break into your storeroom?” 
“And to open my money box!” cried Mr. Patch. 
“How much was stolen?” asked Encyclopedia. 


“The thief didn’t have time to take anything,” said Mr. Patch, in a calmer 
voice. “He heard me coming and he got scared. When he started to run, he 


tripped and fell. His knife plunged into this watermelon. He didn’t have 
time to pull it out.” 


“Did you see his face?” 


Mr. Patch shook his head. “No, but I did see he had the letter L on the 
back of his jacket.” 


“That means he’s a Lion—a member of the boys’ club on Woodburn 
Avenue,” said Encyclopedia. “A real lead!” 


The private detective stepped closer to the watermelon. The knife had 
plunged into it so deeply that only the carved wood handle showed above 
the green skin. 


Mr. Patch laid a quarter on the gasoline can. “Find the owner of this 
knife, quick!” 


“Pm sorry,” replied Encyclopedia, thinking he would have to charge for 
expenses on this case. “I’ll need a little time. I have to buy a fingerprint kit. 
Then I have to dust the handle of the knife and—” 


“There are no fingerprints,” said Mr. Patch heavily. “I wiped them off.” 
“Y-you wiped them off?” said Encyclopedia weakly. 


Mr. Patch explained. “My cat knocked a bag of flour off a shelf. It broke 
and spilled over the watermelon and knife. I wiped off the flour—” 


“And the fingerprints too!” Encyclopedia clasped his head and moaned. 
Then he looked up. “Still, the thief doesn’t know that you wiped off his 
fingerprints—” 


Encyclopedia took out his handkerchief. He wrapped it carefully around 
the handle of the knife. 


“That does it,” he said. “That makes it look as though we have 
fingerprints we are trying to save. The thief may try to wipe them off, and 
give himself away. We’ll have to watch all the Lions. Let’s go—” 


Encyclopedia got into Mr. Patch’s truck. They drove over to Woodburn 
Avenue. Four Lions—John, Frank, Corky, and Buster—were outside the 
club, working on the engine of an old black car. 


Although few in number, the Lions were all big boys—bigger than Bugs 
Meany. But Mr. Patch was bigger than any of them. He had strong hands 
and big arms. So the Lions listened when Encyclopedia spoke. 


“Do you see this watermelon?” he asked. “Now I take off the 
handkerchief. There! What do you see?” 


“The handle ...” said Buster. 
“... of a knife,” said Corky. 
“Very interesting,” said John. 


“So what?” said Frank. 


“There are no fingerprints,” said Mr. Patch. 


“The knife,” said Encyclopedia, “was used in an attempt to rob Mr. 
Patch’s store.” 


“The knife... ” said Buster. 
“,.. doesn’t belong ...” said Corky. 


“|. to any ...” said John. 


“'.. of us,” said Frank. 


“Maybe not. But the police will probably take your fingerprints,” said 
Encyclopedia. “If the guilty boy steps forward now, Mr. Patch will ask the 
police not to be too hard on him.” 


The Lions looked serious. Mr. Patch looked serious. The only boy 
detective in the state looked serious. 


But that was all. 


“Its not working the way you planned,” said Mr. Patch in a whisper. 
“None of them has tried to wipe the handle of the knife.” 


Encyclopedia nodded. “Leave the knife in the watermelon, just as it is. 
Don’t touch it,” he whispered back. 


To the Lions he said, “The police will break up your club if they find one 
of you is a thief.” 


The Lions stopped looking serious. They looked scared. 
Suddenly John said softly, “Frank owns a knife like that.” 


“A lot of fellows own knives with carved handles,” retorted Frank. “Cut 
it out!” 


“You showed me yours yesterday,” John shot back. “You even tried to get 
me to hold it. Why, my fingerprints might be on that handle!” 


“Tt’s not the same knife,” said Frank. “So quit worrying.” 


“T lost my knife last month,” Buster said. “Everyone knows I did. Where 
is your knife, Corky?” 

“T lost mine, too,” said Corky. “This one couldn’t be my knife, anyway. 
Mine has a blade a half inch longer.” 


None of the Lions remembered what the others’ knives really looked 
like. They began to argue loudly. Each boy tried to put himself in the clear. 


“Too bad,” muttered Mr. Patch. “They are scared and fighting among 
themselves. But none of them has touched the knife to try to get rid of the 
fingerprints. Your plan didn’t work.” 


“Yes, it did,” said Encyclopedia. “I know whose knife it is.” 


HOW DID HE KNOW WHOSE 
KNIFE IT WAS? 


The Case of the Missing Roller Skates 


Between nine and nine-thirty on Tuesday morning Sally Kimball’s roller 
skates disappeared from the waiting room in Dr. Vivian Wilson’s office. 


And where was Encyclopedia Brown, boy detective? He was not ten feet 
away from the scene of the crime. He was sitting in a chair, with his eyes 
shut and his mouth wide open! 


In a way, he had an excuse. 
Dr. Wilson was pulling one of Encyclopedia’s teeth. 


“There!” said Dr. Wilson. He said it cheerfully , as if he were handing 
Encyclopedia an ice cream cone instead of a tooth. 


“Ugh!” said Encyclopedia. 
Dr. Wilson said, “All right. Hop down from the chair.” 


Encyclopedia hopped down and put the tooth in his pocket. He was going 
to give it to Charlie Stewart, who collected teeth and kept them in a 
flowered cookie jar. 


Encyclopedia went into the waiting room. The chair on which he had left 
Sally’s roller skates was empty! 


He looked behind the chair. He dropped to his knees and looked under 
the chair. 


“The skates—they’re gone!” he exclaimed. 
“Are you sure you brought them with you?” asked Dr. Wilson. 


“Tm sure,” answered Encyclopedia. “They were broken. I fixed them last 
night for my partner, Sally Kimball. I was going to take them over to her 
house on my way home from your office.” 


Dr. Wilson shook his head sadly. “I’m afraid you will never get them 
back.” 


But Dr. Wilson knew nothing about detective work. Encyclopedia liked 
the dentist, though he felt that Vivian was a better first name for a woman 
than a man. 
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“The skates—they’re gone!” 


“PII find the skates,” said the boy detective. He spoke with certainty. But 
he felt no such thing. What he felt was the blow to his pride; it hurt worse 
than his jaw. 


Imagine a detective being robbed! 


In the corridor outside Dr. Wilson’s office, Encyclopedia leaned against 
the wall. He closed his eyes and did some deep thinking. 


Dr. Wilson’s office was on the ground floor of the new Medical Building. 
The building had three floors and fifteen offices. All the offices were used 
by doctors or dentists. 


What if the thief had followed him into the building in order to steal the 
skates? Then the case was closed. “I could spend the rest of my life looking 
through closets, school lockers, and garages all over Idaville,” 
Encyclopedia thought. 


But suppose the thief had simply come into the building to see a doctor. 
Suppose, on his way in, he had noticed a boy carrying a pair of roller 
skates. Well, that was something else! 


Encyclopedia reasoned further. “The thief could be a grownup, a boy, or 
a girl.” 


He ruled out a grownup. First, because it was unlikely that a grownup 
would steal an old pair of small skates. Second, because a grownup would 
be too hard to catch. Too many men and women went in and out of the 
Medical Building every hour. 


“T’ll have to act on the idea that the thief is a boy or girl,” he decided. 
“Tt’s a long chance, but the only one I have.” 


He opened his eyes. The case called for plain, old-fashioned police leg 
work! 


Encyclopedia began on the ground floor. He asked the same question in 
every office: “Were any boys or girls here to see the doctor this morning?” 


The answer was the same in every office: “No.” Things looked hopeless. 
But on the top floor he finally got a lead. The nurse in room 301 told him a 
boy named Billy Haggerty had been there this morning to have a sprained 
wrist treated. 


Encyclopedia asked in the last two offices, just to be sure. Neither doctor 
had treated children that morning. 


Billy Haggerty became suspect number one! 


Encyclopedia got Billy Haggerty’s address from the nurse in room 301. 
He hurried back to Dr. Wilson’s office to use the telephone. He called Sally. 


He told her to meet him in front of the Haggertys’ house in half an hour. 
“We may have some rough going ahead of us,” he warned. 


But Billy Haggerty turned out to be only an inch taller than 
Encyclopedia, and shorter than Sally. 


Billy drew himself up to his full height at Encyclopedia’s first question: 
“Were you in Dr. Vivian Wilson’s office this morning?” 

“Naw,” snapped Billy. “I don’t know any Dr. Wilson.” 

“You didn’t ask anyone about Dr. Wilson?” put in Sally. 

“T never heard of him before you spoke his name,” said Billy. 


“Then you went straight to your own doctor on the third floor?” said 
Encyclopedia. 


“Yeah. Dr. Stanton in room 301. What’s it to you?” 


“Dr. Wilson’s office is down the hall from both the stairs and the 
elevator,” said Encyclopedia thoughtfully. “You wouldn’t pass his office 
going up or coming down.” 


“T don’t know where his office is, and I don’t care,” said Billy. “It’s none 
of your business where I was.” 


“We just want to be sure you weren’t in Dr. Vivian Wilson’s office this 
morning. That’s all,” said Sally. 


“Well, I wasn’t. I had a sprained wrist, not a toothache. So why should I 
go near his office?” demanded Billy. “I don’t like snoopers. What are you 
after?” 


“A pair of roller skates,” said Encyclopedia. “Do you mind returning 
them? You’ve given yourself away.” 


WHAT GAVE BILLY AWAY? 


The Case of the Champion Egg Spinner 


Mr. O’Hara made the biggest and best chocolate ice cream sodas in Idaville. 
He used a double helping of ice cream in each and every one. 


Encyclopedia went to Mr. O‘Hara’s drugstore on hot afternoons. When 
the detective business began to pay off, he went there on cool afternoons, 
too. But he never thought he would one day solve a case sitting at Mr. 
O’Hara’s soda fountain. 


People who sat at Mr. O’Hara’s counter ordered a soft drink. Or ice 
cream. Sometimes they ordered both. 


Nobody ever brought his own food. 


But one Sunday a boy about twelve years old came into the drugstore 
carrying an egg. He put it on Mr. O’Hara’s counter. 


Encyclopedia was surprised. He had finished his soda, but he sat and 
watched the boy with the egg. 


He was even more surprised when the boy spun the egg on the counter. 


“Still practicing?” Mr. O’ Hara asked the boy. 


The boy smiled as if he owned the whole world. “Just keeping my touch. 
I’ve got a big match tomorrow.” 


He gave the egg another spin. 


“He’s good,” thought Encyclopedia. “He really knows how to spin an egg 
to keep it going.” 
The boy ordered a chocolate soda with a triple helping of ice cream. That 


cost ten cents extra. 


Mr. O’Hara made the soda. He placed it before the boy. He did not see 
the egg spinning toward the glass till it was too late. 


The egg knocked against the glass and spun away. It dropped out of sight 
on Mr. O’Hara’s side of the counter. 


Mr. O’ Hara looked down. “That’s the end of your egg. I’m sorry.” 


“Forget it,” said the boy with a grand wave of his hand. “I have to use 
another egg in the spinning match tomorrow anyway.” 


“Pd better sweep up the mess,” said Mr. O’Hara. He walked to the back 
of the drugstore. 


Encyclopedia left twenty-five cents on the counter to pay for his soda. As 
he went out the door, he saw Mr. O’Hara returning with a broom and a 
dustpan. 


Encyclopedia rode home slowly on his bicycle. He stopped to look at the 
stuffed mountain lion Mr. Eckstrom, the taxidermist, had just put in the 
window of his shop. The boy detective was in no hurry. It was Sunday, and 
the Brown Detective Agency was closed. 


As he turned the corner on Rover Avenue, he saw that something was up. 
Bicycles were parked on the lawn in front of his house. Just about the whole 
gang was waiting for him at the garage. 


He made out Jody and Billy Turner, Charlie Stewart, Herb Stein, Pinky 
Plummer, and Sally. They looked as happy as six flat tires. 


Sally greeted him. 
“The boys need your help,” she said. 


“With what?” 
“With Eddie Phelan,” said Charlie Stewart. “His egg beats everything.” 


“Who is this Eddie Phelan?” asked Encyclopedia. “A human egg 
beater?” 


“Stop being silly,” said Sally. 


“Eddie is the champion egg spinner,” explained Pinky. “He keeps his egg 
spinning longer than any one else’s.” 


“The boys think he does something secret and unfair to win,” said Sally. 
“Ah, you fear foul play?” asked Encyclopedia. 


“Be serious!” cried Sally. “Eddie won everything at the last match— 
Pinky’s glove, Jody’s bat, Charlie’s hockey stick, Billy’s magic set, and 
Herb’s jackknife.” 


“There’s another match tomorrow,” said Jody. “Eddie is out to win 
Charlie’s tooth collection.” 


“And I just got two zebra teeth,” groaned Charlie. “Mr. Eckstrom gave 
them to me for delivering Dr. Webster’s stuffed sailfish Friday.” 


“Hmmm,” said Encyclopedia. “I never heard of an egg spinning contest 
before. Who thought it up?” 


“Eddie,” said the five boys together. 
“I might have known,” said Encyclopedia. 


“The boys have been practicing for days,” said Sally. “But Eddie will 
walk off with Charlie’s tooth collection just the same!” 


“And everything else,” said Billy. 


“This case smells rotten,” said Encyclopedia. “Where do you get the 
eggs?” 
“At the supermarket,” answered Pinky. “All of us go together.” 


“How do you know the egg Eddie got at the supermarket will be the one 
he uses tomorrow?” 


“Each boy picks an egg,” said Pinky. “He marks it with a pencil and 
gives his egg to another boy. That way we know no one can change an egg 
before the match.” 


“Who marked Eddie’s egg?” asked Encyclopedia. 
“T did,” said Charlie. “I made a double X on it.” 


“Tomorrow you’ll have to signal to me,” said Encyclopedia, “before you 
start spinning. If the egg is the one you marked, raise one finger. If it isn’t 
the one, raise two fingers. Got it?” 


“Got it,” said Charlie. 

“Now where and when does the match take place?” 
“Behind the school at nine in the moming,” said Jody. 
“PII be there,” said Encyclopedia, starting into the house. 


The boys and Sally felt let down. They had expected Encyclopedia to 
solve this case right away. 


“Oh, stop worrying,” Encyclopedia called to them. “I have a pretty good 
idea why Eddie always wins.” 


The next morning when Encyclopedia reached the schoolyard, Sally 
rushed to meet him. She was breathless. 


“I thought you wouldn’t get here in time!” she said. 


“T couldn’t find one of my sneakers,” the boy detective said, looking 
around him. 


Sure enough! Eddie, the champion, was the boy he had seen in the 
drugstore. 


“The case of the champion egg spinner is cracked,” Encyclopedia said 
mysteriously. 


Eddie was smiling as he fingered the flowered cookie jar that held 
Charlie’s collection of teeth. 


Against the teeth, Eddie was putting up a football uniform. It was a better 
prize than fifty-three teeth, Pinky’s used science kit, Jody’s rubber boots, 


Billy’s fishing pole, or even Herb’s old telescope. 
“The match is going to start,” Sally told Encyclopedia. 


Charlie and Eddie got down on their knees. The spinning field was the 
smooth marble slab under the statue of Thomas Edison. 


Each boy handed the other his egg. Eddie hardly glanced at Charlie’s. 
But Charlie peered at the champion’s egg a long time. He turned it over 
slowly. Then he held up one finger. 


Eddie hadn’t changed eggs. He was using the one Charlie had marked. 
“Ready?” asked Eddie, smiling. 

“Do something—fast!” Sally whispered to Encyclopedia. 

“Get set—” Eddie called. 

“Excuse me,” said Encyclopedia. “Is this a contest of skill alone?” 
“Huh?” said Eddie. “Why ... of course.” 


“Then you won’t mind changing eggs,” said Encyclopedia. “Let Charlie 
have your egg, and you take his. The boy who spins his egg the longest 
wins the match.” 


Charlie peered at the egg. 


Eddie’s smile disappeared as fast as pancakes at Sunday breakfast. His 
hand closed quickly over his egg. 


“Are you saying someone’s cheating?” he demanded. “Not that it’s any 
of your business, but Charlie knows this is my egg. It’s the same one he 
marked.” 


“Of course, it’s the same egg,” said Encyclopedia. “But with one big 
difference that nobody can see!” 


WHAT WAS THE DIFFERENCE? 


Solution to The Case of the Scattered Cards 


Bugs Meany said that Clarence had stolen the tent from the Tigers’ 
clubhouse “this morning.” That is, on the second day of the rain. 
Therefore, the ground under the tent should have been wet. 

But when Encyclopedia scattered the cards with his foot, he 
discovered that the ground inside the tent was dry. This proved that 
the tent had been put up before the rain, as Clarence claimed—and not 
during the rain “this morning,” as Bugs said. 


Solution to The Case of the Civil War Sword 


-a 


As soon as he had read the words on the blade, Encyclopedia knew 
the sword was a fake. 


The two clues were the words Bull Run and First. 

Jackson’s men, being Southerners, would have called the battle by 
the South’s name for it, the Battle of Manassas. Bull Run was the 
name given to the battle by the North. 

Also, the sword was supposed to have been given to Stonewall 
Jackson in August 1861. No one could have known then that there 
would be another battle on the same spot the next year, in 1862. 

Only after both battles had been fought would anyone have used the 
word first to describe the battle fought in 1861. 


Solution to The Case of Merko’s Grandson 


Both the tall woman and Fred Gibson spoke the truth. 

Although the Great Merko was not his grandfather, Fred Gibson 
was the Great Merko’s grandson. 

The Great Merko, as Encyclopedia realized, was a woman. She was 
Fred Gibson’s grandmother! 


Solution to The Case of the Bank Robber 


Blind Tom was not expecting any visitors, he said. He also said that 
he had not had any visitors “in a long time.” Yet the light in his room 
was on, and a newspaper lay on the pillow. 

A blind man does not need a light, and he cannot read a newspaper. 
So Blind Tom was not blind at all. 

Encyclopedia knew then why the beggar had not stepped out of the 
way of the bank robber. The two men had rolled on the sidewalk 
together with a purpose—to exchange yellow paper bags! 

Blind Tom had slipped the robber the bag holding the loaf of bread, 
in order to fool the police if they caught him. The robber had slipped 
Blind Tom the bag holding the money. 

Encyclopedia used a telephone in the store on the comer to call his 
father. Chief Brown hurried to the hotel. He found the money, still in 
the yellow paper bag, hidden under the mattress of Blind Tom’s bed. 

Blind Tom and the man the police were holding in jail confessed 
they had robbed the bank. 


Solution to The Case of the Happy Nephew 


John Abbot said he had reached his sister’s house only “five 
minutes” before Chief Brown arrived. If John had just driven in from 
Sundale Shores, the motor and hood of his car would still have been 
burning hot. Remember, he said he had made only one stop—for a 
hamburger and gas—during the twelve-hour trip. If that was true, his 
little nephew, who was barefoot, would have cried out in pain when he 
stood on the hot hood of the car. 

Instead, the baby smiled and gurgled happily. Therefore, the hood 
was not hot. 

A cool hood meant that the car had not just been parked after a 
twelve-hour drive, as John Abbot said. 


Solution to The Case of the Diamond Necklace 


Miss Stark said that she did not see or hear the thief. Yet Chief 
Brown heard her scream, and “a few seconds later, two shots rang 
out.” 

Miss Stark’s mistake was screaming before the shots were fired. 

If she had not seen or heard anyone, she would have had no reason 
to be frightened. Only after the shots had been fired would she have 
screamed. 


Solution to The Case of the Knife in the 
Watermelon 


As Mr. Patch said, none of the Lions touched the knife. So the blade 
was buried in the watermelon all the time the Lions were looking at it. 

In other words, none of the Lions could see how long the blade of 
the knife was. 

But Corky said his knife had a blade that was “a half inch longer” 
than the one in the watermelon. That was his mistake. 

He could not have known how long the blade was unless he had 
seen it before. 

The knife belonged to Corky! 


Solution to The Case of the Missing Roller 
Skates 


Billy Haggerty said that he had never heard of Dr. Vivian Wilson 
and that he didn’t know where his office was. But he knew too much 
about him. 

He knew that Dr. Vivian Wilson was (1) a man, not a woman, and 
(2) a dentist, not a doctor. 

When he was tripped by his fibs, Billy returned the roller skates to 
Sally. 


Solution to The Case of the Champion Egg 
Spinner 


ot 


Mr. O’Hara had given Encyclopedia the clue to the mystery. 

Remember how Eddie’s egg had fallen off the counter onto the 
floor? What had Mr. O’ Hara said? Not, “I’d better clean up the mess.” 
No, he had said, “I’d better sweep up the mess.” 

He had not fetched a towel or mop; he had fetched a broom and a 
dustpan. 

This told Encyclopedia the egg had broken into pieces. He realized 
that the egg was a hard-boiled one. 

And a hard-boiled egg will spin longer than an uncooked egg, every 
time! 

Eddie had to use another (uncooked!) egg against Charlie, and he 
lost the match. Charlie agreed to give back Eddie’s football uniform if 
he would return the prizes he had won at the earlier matches. 

The ex-champion returned the prizes. 


